The Companion of a Mile

Then waved his hand and said, " Nay, but he treats

Your morrice in the spirit of Lucian, Will,

Who thought that dancing was no mushroom

growth,

But sprung from the beginning of the world
When Love persuaded earth, air, water, fire,
And all the jarring elements to move
In measure.   Right to the heart of it, my lad,
The song goes, though the skin rmshke you so."
" Nay, an there's more of it, I'll sing it, toof
'Th> a fine tale, Sir John, I have it by heart,
Although 'tis lies throughout,"    Up leapt Will

Kemp,
And crouched and swayed, and swung his bauble

round,

Marking the measure as they trolled the tale,
Chanting alternately, each answering each,

ii.

The Fool

The tabor fainted far away behind us, but her feet

that day

They beat a rosier rnornce o'er the fairy-circled
green*

Sir John.

And o'er a field of butteicups, a field of lambs and

buttercups,

We danced along a cloth of gold, a summer king
and queen!
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